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It is fitting, my friends, that we have 

an annual Armistice ay to cause us to remember the last 

war, for as we recede from it, in tie e are lik lY, to 

recede from it in our true emotional reaction to ards it. 

s the years go by e are likely to see mo re and mo re 

the glamorous side of the war rather than its cold, 

brutal reality. our memories of it grow dim; the dimmer 

they become the more likely are we to substitute in our 

own mind pleasant illusions about it for the unpleasant 

facts. ~he mind of man has a tendency to run away from 

unpleasant realities and to substitute, quite unconscio s­

ly, arm and comforting illusions for ~hat we once upon 

a time called stark, unpleasant realities. That is why 

history is so often a distortion of facts. 

I sometimes think tat all the mythology 

which the mind of man created in all the past a es were 

• 

so many unconscious attempts on the part of nan to escape 

the all too-bigness and the all too-hardness of life and 

death and destiny. That is why nearly all the literature 

about war,--prose and poetry, the epic, the ballad, the 

sonnet,--nearly all the literature that .an rote about 

war in the past dwelt upon the chivalry, the val.or, the 

pageantry, the glory, and very little dwelt upon its 

real character, its beastliness, its insensate stupidity, 

cruelty, meanness. Th tis not literature. It is si ply 
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another evidence of the desire of man to run away from 

real.ity, to seek refuge in self-delusion. 

~en our soldiers who went through the last 

war and experienced all the ghastliness of the trenches 

and came back thoroughly disgusted in this illusion, 

even they, when they assemble today, scarcely ten years 

after the war, at federations, conventions or similar 

assemblies, ·1ook back upon the war with a certain pride, 

a nostalgia, swap yarns about it, sing the old time war 

songs with a certain zest and merriment, as if it were 

all a lark and not at all the grim, ghastly thing it 

real.ly was. If men would remember the truth, instead 

of substituting fictions and fancies for truth, these 

ex-soldiers would be today the rea crusaders for peace 

and disarmament. In reality, ex-soldiers organizations 

the ~orld over are the hot beds or national chauvinism 

and opposition to disarmament; for when ex-soldiers 

think back upon the war to which they had gone, their 

minds deliberately refuse to dwell upon the unpleasant 

experiences of that war, which at that time caused them 

to become bitter and resentful and rebellious. Their 

minds refuse to dwell upon the drill. and the miserable 

subservience demanded by the military discipline, and 

the crush1,ng monotony of it all.. Their minds refuse to 

dwell upon the things they knew and experienced at the 

front ·, --the cold and the fatigue and the dirt and the 

ve:rm1n, the poison gas and the hospital smells. Rather 
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do their minds dwell - and a~ain I say unconsciously -

upon the few pleasant experiences which they knew in 

the ar,--a bit of glamour, a bit of color, the parade, 

the camaraderie, of buddies in the anny, or the echo and 

remembrance of a certain freedom from restraint of 

conventions which they enjoyed. These few, pitifully 

few pleas nt experiences their inds will recall and 

embellish, and as time widens the gulf between themselves 

and the actual war, this em.bellishrlent fonnulates and 

expands until it becmes alt gether unreal and fantastic. 

And that is true also of the civilian 

who new the \Var. I hear men and omen today speak 

frequently ab out the spirftua] uplif.t which they 

experienced during the war, of ho the war raised them 

to a higher pitch of livi~ and thinking, of how the war 

merged all peoples and made them forget their differences 

and race and religion in the one great common national 

service. But we do not hear men and women today speak 

as often of the miserable madness and hysteria of the 

last war whioh we civilians knew and experienced; of the 

suppression of free speech and free opinion, of the 

heresy of it; of the miserable rofiteering which went 

on, and of the deluge of intolerance and prejudice hich 

followed directly in the wake of the war. And here again 

that is not done deliberately at all. gain the nds of 

men wish to shut out the unpleasantness and substitute 
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or the unleasantness some unreai rantasm which is 

pleasant and comforting . 

So it is well t h t we ! ave an Armistice 

Day to r emind us of what war really is; and it is par-

ticularly important t hat e have t .ese istice ys, 

my friends, because a new generation is growing up which 

do es not even know as much of the ar as the ex- soldiers 

or as the civilians of our age knew of it. d it 1s 

eleven years now since the signing of the rmistice; it 

is twelve and a half years since .i.merica entered t he 

ar; it is fifteen years now since the .rorld ar began. 

young ~an 1ho is t .enty-five years old today as only 

ten years old hen the war bro e out; a young man or 

oman who is t ,enty-one years old t oday ,as only six 

years old w·en t he orld ar bro e. 

ow hat can they kno of the last ar? 

Their kno ledge is only gained, or can be ained oniy 
contact and 

from hearsay or report or book; not from personal/ exper-

ienoe, and they the refore are in danger, especially they 

are in danger of falling under the spell of ar romanti­

cism, just as their young brothers and sisters of every 

generation since the beg inning of time, if you will, feli 

victim to that speli. They are 11 ely to think or ar, 

as young people frequently think of it, in terms or 

cheering cro ds and bands and riying banners and beautiful 

unif onns and all t at gay paraphernalia in hich the 

angel of e~th an destruction, hich is ar, clothes 
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himself; b c use they are young, and because they 

are idealistic, und because they do not know the mean, 

cruel, cynical ways of the world, they, this rising 

generation of ours, are again likely to be victimized 

by the slogans and the appeals to their patriotism made 

by political charlatans. 

It is much easier to incite a war spirit 

among the young than among the old, especially if tbe 

old happen to have been thr ugh a war, and the scheming 

war makers know it, and so they bide their time until a 

new generation has come up hich did not kno the last 

war, before they embark their country upon a new ar; 

and so it is of utmost impont ce tat these young men 

and women of vhe new generation sh 11 not be reminded 

but educated hat ar really is. They sho uld be taught 

that t e cuuses of ,ar in most every instance are not 

noble ideals but beastly selfishness and reed, and that 

the nature of ~ar is not illustrious or noble but brutal 

and coarse and ugly, and that the conseque~ces of war 

are not triumph and victory but defeat for everyone 

concerned, v~ctor and van~uished alike. 

This last ~ar for the first time in the 

history of civilization produced an honest literature 

bout var. The catastrophe as so vast, so crushing, so 

dumbfoun ing, so uprooting, t~at t e real artist could no 

longer be satisfied in 

ment lity about ar, but 

eaving a 

ctually 
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future salvation of mankind the real story of hat iar is. 

nd I would place in the hands of every high school boy 

and girl, and of every college boy and gir1, one or more 

of these classics of var, so that they may know and 

understand w at it is hen r en speak of \1ar. 

I would place in the hands of every one 

of the rising generation of .. ericans, or Germans, or 

r nc .en, or ' nglishmen, Theo ore Barbusse's 'Under 

Fire"; Latskots nuen in ·lar"; Arnold weig!s "1he .Jase 

of ergeant Grischa"; Remarque's" 11 uiet on the 

estern ~rant"; Sheriff's t'.Tourney•s .End"; An erson and 

tallings,, at Price lory." o that they wo uld have 

not a fant stic picture of , ar but a real one. And 

along with these books I, cul pl ce be ore them some 

accurate, scientific studies or the causes of the last 

war and its consequences, so that they may know vhat is 

really back of wa and what really comes out of ar. 

In reading the newer literature about war 

one becomes aware of a very significant departure. Near-

ly all these great boOKS tell the story of the private, 

the common, the unknown soldier. Now in the last ten 

th0usand wars of mankind the common soldier counted for 

nothing. He was an item in the war, like a bayonet, or 

a horse, or a pound of provisions. He as worth much 

less t.an a horse or a cannon. He was necess ry, but so 

was the horse necessary. ~ar ras the busines of captains 

and ge1erals and statesmen. mhe common solider, the 
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private, was not supposed to have any thought, motion 

or ideas which he ought to nake or suggest. But in 

this last war, strange to say, the world seems to have 

discovered the cor!Laon soldier, the unknown soldier, and 

great nations vied with one another to erect their 

costliest mon'lL~ents, not to generals but to the unknown 

sold.ier,--the Poila, the Fritz, the Tommy, the Sammy. 

They seem to have come on the front page of war. 

Now what happened? In the first place, 

I suspect that the great nations of the world have 

begun to fear the Poila, the Fritz, the doughboy. They 

have begun to suspect that he has begun to think for the 

first time, and because he b.as begun to think he has to 

be propitiated. There used to be a time when the czar 

of Russia could say, "I am going to fight this war until 

my last moujik is killed," never tal-cing the trouble to 

ask whether his last moujik is willing to die for him. 

But today in the counfries of the world, 

even in Russia, the connnon soldier has become much more 

cunning, much inore knowing, much more suspicious about 

the infallibility of his superior officers, much more 

cynical about their manifestoes and pronouncements and 

proclamations; and so the nations of the world have 

begun, through fear, to make a greater ado about the 

unknown soldier, alive or dead. Literature, however, 

turned to the unknown soldier because after all it is in 

him, in the plain, private solider, that the war, the real 
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pathos and tragedy of war nd its ultimate bankruptcy 

are most startlingly revealed. 

If you ·~ant to understand the real 

stupidity of war, you can do so by studying the life 

and the emotion of t he common soldier in war time; f or, 

after all, he stands to lose ,hatever happens. He did 

not want the war; he d i d not know it was even coming on 

until it uas on top of him; he really does not lmo! w~a t 

it is all about. Some hand seized him, the grim hand 

of authority grabbed hold of him and tore him, pried him 

loose from his home, from h is job, from his little world 

of friends, of interests, his small ambitions, his any 

enjoyments, his life,--tore him suddenly loose from t hat 

world, placed him in a barracks, r egi mented him, drilled 

him into a . a.chine, d then t hre him into filthy, 

stinking trenches to be shot at, to be gassed, to be 

mutil ted by eople whom he di dn't know, hom he didn't 

hate, or to kill people on the other side of the trenches 

·vhom he di dn't Know, hom he didn't hate, particularly; 

and when t he war is over, if he has survived, he is sent 

back, estranged and uprooted ·from his native enviromnent, 

sent back to his home to take up the broken threads of 

his life, and still not knowing what it was all about, 

hat the victory means, what he gainEd~n this war. And 

from the graves of ten llions of such unkno n soldiers, 

to this day, the unanswered query 1s heard: "rihy?" And in 
. 

the mouths of twenty millions of mai ed, legless, armless, 
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blinded common soldiers this query is echoed to this day: 

"Why? Jhy?" 

Now the men at the top, the captains and 

the generals and the statesmen and the politicians and 

the patriotic industrialists, they get sora.et~ .. ing out of 

war. Their ambition is realized, careers advanced, a 

sense of power experienced, money made. What did the 

plain, common, unknown soldier get out of it? What does 

it mean to him? Why, fighting for his country. What 

is this country? Really, when t e ordinary man thinks 

of his country, what does he think of? Why, he thinks 

of his little home, of his job, the people he knows, 

perhaps a little plot of ground which is his garden. 

That is his country, and in his heart of heart he knows 

that the man whom he has been taught to call his enemy 

does not want to deprive him of that. 

That is why this latest of books on the 

war, --''All ,..·uiet on the Wes tern :?rent, !t is such a 

poignant, such a sad, such a heart-breaking classic of 

war. The hero of the book is just a lad, a school boy. 

rn the last days of the war, when Germany hasn't man power 

enough, she must draw upon school boys. The hero is a 

lad who lives in his 1orld, as every boy, school boy, 

lives in a world of his own,--a world of school mates, 

of books, of friendships, of families, of tender hopes 

and ideals and ambitions,--like your boy; and suddenly 

this boy is taken by the hand of authority, torn loose 



tram his native mooring, rom his world in which his 

sould was growing and expanding, and placed in a 

soldiers' barracks, where he is trained in a brutal 

Prussian military discipline, where all his finer 

sensibilities are stampe d upon, trampled under foot 

and coarsened, where all his higher standards are 

violated; and from there he is taken and thrown into 

that seething hell of the front, where t he real beastli­

ness of human nature is laid bare to him, and all the 

degradation of which man is capable is revealed to his 

eyes, - -the cheapening of human life, an d t h ere his nerves 

are broken and shattered by what. he sees and by what he 

hears, by what he experiences, and there he is taught 

how soldiers can escape the str-ain and s t ress of war 

only by sinking into the cesspool of sex indulgence; and 

from there he is sent back to his home on a furlough, 

and he realizes tragically enough his world no longer 

exists. It has disappeared; he does not belong; he can't 

fit in. And baok a 0 ain he returns to the trenches, there 

to sUffer and to grow weary and to become physically and 

spiritually exhausted, until he is be·aten down, blasted 

into death, unnoticed, unknown, while the army report 

reads, nAll quiet on the Ti7estern front." 

The remarkable thing about this book is 

not so much the frightfully true description of the war 

he gives,--the war is seen not by the man 1ho sits in the 

swivel chair back home, but the war is known as it bites 
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itself into the mind and consciousness of the soldier 

in the front line trenches,--the remarkable thing about 

this book is the portrayal of the reac ions of such a 

war, 1th its excitation and it~over-stimulus and its 

brutality, upon the soul and the mentality and the fine 

sensibilities of the hu .. 1ari being; how it devestates 

everything that civilization holds precious and 

worthwhile. 

.'lri tes this lad: "It is strange to think 

that at home in the drawer of my writing table there 

lies the beginning of a play called 'Saul' and a bundle 

of poems. ,any an evening I have orked over them - we 

all did something of 'the kind - but that has become so 

unreal tone that I cannot com re.end it any nore. Our 

early life is cut of from the moment 1e came here, and 

that without our lifting a hand. e often try to look 

back on it and to find an explanation, but never quite 

succeed. ?or us young . en o tv,enty everything is 

extraordinarily vague. All the olcter men are linked 

up with their previous life. They have wives, children, 

occupations, and interests, they have a backgro und wluch 

is so strong that the war cannot obliterate it. e young 

men of t\enty, however, have only our parents, and some, 

perhaps, a girl. Besides this there was little else,-­

some enthusiasm, a few hobbies, and our school. Beyond 

this our life did not extend. And of this nothing remains 

" friend would say that e stood on the 
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threshold of lire. nd so it ,1ould seem. . e had as yet 

taken no root. he ar swept us away. For the ot ers, 

the older men, it is but an interruption. hey are ble 

to think beyond it. ·le, .1. 01 ever, have been ripped by 

it and do not know what the end may be. ·-re know only that 

in some strange and melancholy way we have become a waste 

land." . e have becone a waste land. 

-ain, he writes: "Once it as different. 

Hhen we vent to the District Co. ndant to enlist, we 

were a class of twenty young men, many of whom proudly 

shaved for the first time before going to the barracks. 

··re had no definite plans f or our future. Our thoughts 

of a career and occupation re e s et of too unprac-

tic 1 a character to furnish y sche e of lite. e 

were still crammed full of vague ideas which gave to 

life, and to the war also, an ideal and almost romantic 

character. ~e were trained in the army for ten ~eeks 

and in this time more profoundly influenced than 

by ten years at school. e learne~ that a bright 

button is weightier than four volumes of Schopenhauer . 

. t fi~st astonished, then embittered, and finally 

indifferent, we recognized t ... 1at v1hat matters is not the 

mind but the boot brush, not intelligence but the system, 

not freedom. but dr11i. e bee e soldiers with eagerness 

and enthusiasm, but they have one everything to knock 

that out of us. fter three wees it as no longer 

incomprehensible to us t h ta braided postman should 
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huve more authority over us tan ad fonnerly our 

parents, our teac ers, and the 1hole gamut of culture 

from Plato to Goethe. 'Tith our young, awakened eyes 

we sa that t e classical conception of the 7 therland 

held by our teac' ers resolved itself here into a 

renunciation of personality such as one ould not ask 

of the meanest servant,--salutes, springing to attention, 

par de-marc1es, presenting a s, right heel, left eel, 

clicking the heels, insu1 ts, and a thousand pettifogging 

details. e had fancied our t sk would be different, 

only to find we ,ere to be tr'ine for heroism as t ~ough 

we ere circus-ponies." 

ain: " e ree ~lat it is t'e s e 

for everyone, not only for us e e but everywhere, for 

everyone of our e, some more and to others less. It is 

the common fate of our generation. This war has ruined 

us for everything. e are youth no longer. ,e do not 

want to take the ,orid by stonn. e are fleeing; e fly 

from ourselves, from our life. re were eighteen and had 

begun to love life and the world, and we had to shoot it 

to pieces. The first bomb, the first explosion, burst 

in our hearts. ,Te are cut off from activity, from strivi 

from pro ess. e believe in such things no longer." 

And here is just one brief picture of ho 

the r loo ed to the young boys ho ere sent into it: 

"Suddeniy the shelling begins to pound in. oon we 

re sitting up once more 1th the rigid tenseness of 
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blank anticipation. ttack , counter-attack, charge, re-

pulse,--these are words, but hat thins they signify? 

e have 1.ost a ood ny n n, m stly recruits. Reinforce­

ments have again been sent up to our sector. J.t is one 

of the new re iments, composed of young fellows called up 

during the last year. They h ve had hardly any training, 

and are sent into t·1e field •,i th only a theoretical noTil­

edge. hey do kno what a hand-grenade is, it is true, but 

they have very little idea of cover, and 1hat is nest 

important of 11, have no eye for it .. fold in the 

ground has to be quite eighteen inches igh before they 

can see it. 

'lthough e need reinforcement, the 

recruits give us almost more trouble than they are orth. 

They are helpless in this grim fi ting area, they fall 

like flies. _he present method of fighting from posts 

demands .·nowledge and experience. _he young recruits 

of course know none of these things. ey get killed 

simply beC''USe they C hardly tell shrapnel from hie;h­

explosi ves, t ey are mown down because they are listening 

anxiously to the ro r of the big coal-boxes falling far 

int e rear, and miss the light, piping whistl of the 

low spreading little daisy-cutters. ey flock together 

11 e sheep instead of scattering, and even the ounded 

are shot don like hares by the airmen. 

"Their pale turnip faces, t eir pitiful 

clenched hands, tl...e iserable cour ge of these poor 
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br ve devils, ho are so terrified that they dare not 

cry out loudly, but 1th battered chests and tom 

bellies and arms and legs only himper softly or their 

mothers and cease as soon as one looks at them. Their 

sharp, downy, dead faces have t1e a ful expression­

lessness of dead children. 

'It brings a lunp into the t hroat to see 

how they go over, and run and fall. ey wear grey coats 

and trousers and boots, but for the most of them the 

uniform is far too big, it hangs on their limbs, their 

shoulders are too narro ,, their bodies too slight; no 

uniform las ever ma ~e to these childish 17 easurements. 

Between five and ten recruits fell to every old hand." 

nd lastl:w: ''Had we returned home out of 

the su.ffering and the strength o our experiences e 

might have unleashed a storm. ow if we go back we wili 

be eary, broken, burnt out, rootless, and without hope. 

Je will not be able to find our ay any more. And 100n 

~ill not understand us -- for the generation that grew 

up before us, though it has passed these years ~1th us 

here, already had a home and a calling; now it will 

return to its old occu_ations, and t e ar will be for­

gotten and the generation that as grown up after us 

will be strange to us and push us aside .. e will be 

superfluous even to ourselves, we iill grow older, a 

few ill adapt themselves, so e oth rs will merely 

submit, and most 1111 be be,ildered; the years will ass 
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by an in the end e shall f 11 into ruin.n 

his is war, and this is tle kind of 

food with hich I 1ould fee the imagination of the risin~ 

generation; for ~e are still, my friends, in the midst 

of an ~rmistice and not in the midst of peace. 

I do not wish to underesti ate the truly 

significant strides which have been ade in the last ten 

years in behalf of pe oe, particularly the rem rkable 

strides hich ,ere .ade during the past year. The sign­

ing of the ~:ellogg reaty, the final dr fting of the Young 

plan for the liqui ation of the financial problems of the 

w r, and more especially the real, earnest desire ex­

pressed by the reat spokesman or Great Britain on his 

visit to the United states, ams y acDonald, that peace 

shall be permanentl~ established,--all these are, to my 

mind, very real and very hopeful signs that ankind is 

advancing away from ~ar and to1ards peace. 

But here a ain ~e must not be romanticists, 

we ust not permit our illusions or our hopes to run 

away vith us. mhe ,orld is still int e snare and the 

net of ar nd ar achinery, and t e ar psychology, 

and the legacy at' the past war is still wtth us. e 

nati ns o the ,orld still spend 4 thousand and 00 millions 

of dollars annually on their armies and their navies, and 

our own country still expends some 880 illions of dollars 

annually on ar, repar tion for ar, paying the bills of 

war; and the isconcerting f ot is th t Great ritain 
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today is spending more on its armament than in 191i, and 

that the United tates is s pending today twice as much on 

its armament than it did in 1913. 

row armam.en~ ultimately leads to ar. 

Tb.at is the f ct; all else is fiction an d propa anda; and 

the greater the armaments of the nations the more likli­

hood is the possibility of var. loi there is a real 

desire on the part of nations today to limit their 

armament. That desire has to be fed and stimulated. 

isarmament ill not come about easily. If you have any 

doubt about ft, think back to the investigations which 

our Senate made recently ab out t he lobbying of the ship­

builders and ship owners against naval disarmament, and 

you will understand 1h t forrn.i ible f oes peace lovers 

of all peoples will have to encounter before there takes 

place any app eciable re uction in armament. 

so this Armistice Day, my frie nds, is 

a call to every lover of pe ce and progress, to ev ry 

man iho has heard the unkno1n soldier speak and who has 

not _orgotten, to every man ho wishes that there shall 

be quiet on the estern ~rant forever after, that these 

vain and pitiful sacrifices of od's b utiful children 

s all not have to be made a0 ain. There is a challenge 

in this rmistice Day to every thougtful man and wan.an 

to proceed to e ducate, to educate themselves and e ducate 

their children into thinking peace, speaking peace, 

wanting peace. e school, the home, t e church, t!Je 
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press, every agency, must devote itself constructively 

and deliberately and consistently tote task of 

creating a peace scheme, a peace psychology, a peace 

frame of mind, a peace ideal, so that ar will be looked 

upon by the rising generation s something atavistic, 

something primitive, something so ugly and despicable 

tat they will instinctively react from. it. 

That is the great task of the next 

decade, and that is the sermon which the unknown soldier 

in his unknown grave preaches on this day. 

--o---
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Paul .:. llt>u I, ym ' l' 

.\nth<.•m. 
L ,.. l Uo<l to \\'h >Ill 

The Opening Service 
morniug <•n iet•.· for 

th oiwn<·d mo:t au. pi-
.• Ia: \\ith a <:on •n•ga-

l tlH' T<>mph•. 'I hi: 
th• • rinnin r of tl1 
1 of , 'un<lav mornin~ 
•11 by Ha lih\ , ' i h1•1". • 

101 •• in ,·<•1,•l,ra t ion 
,. ,i . ' ilwr will 
if of th • n •et>ut 
i tional p,•a<·<• 

it l'ri ' 11i .· t,•r 
, :u . M •l'i1·:1. 

.. • ._ 1 1r s to 
b. )I' t I 

() . . : 
t]1pir J>rtl)'l'I' 

Th 
l : 10 
pr mptl 

op ' It at 
·lo: •11 

Friday Evening 
at the T e111ple 

:\Ion· and 1uort• 1111 ·111ll 'I a1·1• c·omi11g­
to w,•kom • t lw IJllid hour of prn _,·,·t· 
.ill'dit:ition :111d , ,111 r \\hi,·h 11 . lwr. in 
tlH · . ':1bh:1th :II th1· T, •mpl<•. 

'I hi .· .·,•n it·t • i hc •lll P\ 1•1·y Fl'itla: 
f1 ·1 111 .; :: ti to Ii: JO P . . I. \\"p tu- 0 t• 

Hpon p:tr nt. to an:tll"'<' to m •<•t th<·ir· 
1·l1ildn•11 at thi • .. pn•i,•t>, "hit·h i: 1,oth 
I 1•:111tiful :111d i11 .·piri11tr. 

A r111istice Day 
C elebration 

l • 1HlN tlw :1 tt ·pit·<" of t Jw < 'itiz1•11 , 
( 'ommitt t' of ':1th >lh·:, ,f PW.' :tn<l 
l'l'(Jt •, t:rnt.-, of wh h·h l al bi , ' ih·1•r i 
·hairman, au 4\nui:tic- I >ar '1•h•hr: -
1 ion "ill ht ht•ld 011 :\fon lay morn iHg, 

. ' <ff<'mh•r 11th fr1111111:-t;; to 1~:-1~ 
:t1 th , J i h Pala Th a r . 

Tl1t ' JI011 Hil lll' 4 r P\\ ton I . Ha kt•1· 

will •11(•:J 011 J>r •p:tr •dnt•:-- ' for \\'ar 
:encl f<r 1' 1:11·•.•· 

Th•·• will h • lll\l ,· i • liy t II<' ; 1 ·n-
d1Ie ho ·al l ' lulJ. 

1·.H• r~ lll t> IIIU<•r of th • T1•111plt • i, 
,·ur liall • in, ih•d to att •11 l thi: <· •l 
1•l 1rntio11. 

Standing Rooni Only 
at Opening L ecture 
\ <·apat·ity am! it•nt·t· :vhi<:h fill •ti ~lahh•r 
11:tll wit11 110 ~wat.- av:1ilahl<' for 111c111.· 

nth •r ,· , <rr • •tt><l ))r. K .. \. B U f tit• 
l'ui,c•n .. it of 'l oronto on th ~ pt11ing 
night of tht• 'l'Pmph ,:\1on1ay En•ning 
L1:dur • ' our:<' till P.,y<·h 1loJ:v for 
tht• Lannan''. It ,va ' a fin ' and un­
u ·11al :·, ndiPIH't ' a 11<1 wa: 1·t•wardt•<l h. 
a thoughtful and . t·lwl uc·-
1 ioll to th 1hj .,. I 

'I It • , •< 1<• ·ti 
will 11 • Pn•cl 
llntehin . o I •: d l 
of l'..iY<'h< y a 
l'<H'h •.'·t<.-r a ·tho u 
:11 t hl .. 11w t im 011\in<'in l -
tur •1·. 
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TE~IPLE .\JO D Y I~ E ... I 

pr nt 

Prof. Eliot \ . 11 utchin on 

of th 

l ni, ersity < f R< chester 

on 

UTHE PSYCI-101 OGY OF 
MOTIV TIO 

T Lh T Rh Ol R L 

Monday E, ening o,. 11, 1929 

P. \I. in \lahler Hall 

the m t inter tin$1. fi Id of mod rn thou~llt. During 
o ember and D mb r n . uc e i, e Monda " ning , the 

Temp) '"'•i)) pr nt di . cu ion of the \'ital prohl m. of p cholo~ • h om 
of the out tandin~ auth ,riti . in thi fidd. The le tur '" ill h informati 
and p pular. 

Fir t Course Ticket ( re, 1aining 6 lc tur : ) Single Admission 

35 C nt 

TEMPIE~ 0 E S OCI TIO 

JE\ I H C GRO P 

The Jen rr th • \l om n' iation on-
ducted b i da her 1 t ,, ith an i . tin~ 
and ti >Und of th p P tinian 
ituation t ttle around it· u e in 

Jewi h I th i to be held mber 
th at l 1. 

Ticket and • Jewi h urren pie and the cour e 
in Out t Per o e conducted h tahbi er later in the 
ea n. more ti are tiJJ availa Tick can be procured 

fr m Mr rge Ha l th Park Bl,d. Tel phone, V a hin~ton 49 S. 
or at th le ffic e ad and . 105th ' t. 



Te,nple Religious School The Te11zple W 011ien s 
Association 1~1'1 ol't for \\"t'<'K. 

Tot :ii 1•1t1 olht1t•11t, i11t·l11di11g- 1 ht• 
lliglJ ,'t·hool, l.:l:r;. .\ lllliqu• and iut·rPti11g- prn•rn111 

. ·11mt ,•1· of l u1,il . kind<•ruartt II to of 11111 it· :UHi dJ'am:ttit· n•:1<li11g- will 
~ tli gl':ttlt•, i11t·h1 i,·t•, 1.17-L li ·pr· •nt<·d :it t]w lit· t of :1 t•rit• of 

.\ n·rng,• :rt t t•11<l:1 lll't' f111· t ht• \\'t'l'k. f Pa tu hl' uh· 'll hy th' TP111pll• 

!t., 1~ ¾. \\'omt•n '. .\ .. ·rn·iatiou for it. nu•11il1l'r 

Tl11• t'olltl\\i11g 1-Ja :-.1• • had )1111 ,< old :tlld ll<'W, in t11t• p:11'101· of th1• 
:1 tt1•11da 111·1•: r g. H., :\f i. s I ikkt'l; :!I , T mph•, l•'ritlay, .• o, •rnhPr th, at :; 

:\Ii.:-. Uup; :!<' lli.' • Uro<lin • :L .. \, :{B, ' I • • I. 
)Ii.•.· Baum; :ii>, ~Ii.·.· ,':nlm1;: E, 'P, :\Ir.. :\lal'tin 11 •vd•mautt will r•ad 
Mi.-.· 'nrt i. ; 4 D, ~Ii.. Bl'1•n1· m; 4-E, tlH fir-. t :id of a l;l'\\ pla,,· I uilt 011 a 

-H\ :\li .·. B •1·11 ·t1·in; .'"i.\, ~tr. Kan •· ,Jt•wi:h th<•t11('. 

:rn, ':\Ii-~. ( 'ohli17.; -; E :.\Ir. 11:rn. m. n; _ Ir. . I > • • 11. Wi lth•r, w1•ll known 
( ·, ~Ii.·.· Fiuk; I>, ~,,. •. l (•1 h•n •r,; piani. t, will l't't1<ll 1 l' t·ompo ition • hJ 

HB :\11·. Lamdiu; H(', ~fi. l'ratt 'l': :-4drnn1:1111t, Li!-:t.l, :\lt•tl(h•I ·oh11. :, l:w 
~•I>. \11' . . Blnru; ~ F, :\IL Bnhin. llow(•ll an l <'hopi11. 

The Tetnple Wishes to Acknowledge with Thanks the 
.F'ollowing C 011tributio11s: 

To the Floral Fund 
:\I 1·. . Fra 11<· •.· filln •a- In m1•111ury pf ~lost• \\"ill111•r 

Mr. :ind \Ir .. ~ hmm H. 
Efron11. 011 I 11 11u mot}' of Edwi11 H. \\'(•ii 

To the Library Fund 
.\mr and .\nwld ,J., • •i<lma11 111 m •1110,·y ot lirotl1 • ·, \fu1·to11 ~l'icl111a11 
. Jr. aml \lr. ·. Kidm Y 

\\'pitz. • 
~Ir. and :\( r . \I a. ~- l• i •hl l, 

\I 1·. :wet :\Ir .. :\I. L. I Nil · 

. t<•iu, ~Ir. :t11d \I 1· •. ,Jo . 
U uogp11h •im ~I,·. au l )Ir·. 
\1. I•'. I rum I, i:\I t>.'tlam •:-. 
II. ,'t·ll\rnrtz1•11lwrg, \\'. 
:\I. I a. i1·l1i ·, Ja1·ol1 Vil'lh 
:ind :\Ii .-.· < 'or:1 l·'uhlh1•im. 

1 n Ull'fllOl'Y of 11 •11•11 l u,oc1m:i 11 .\ It lll:1 II 

I II llh'lllOI',\" of ( 'on 1 :1111·1· Kohn 

'('o the Scholarship Fund 
:\Ir. l 1•. ·i1• l•,i11 ·ll•i11 111 lilt nwn of mulht•r, 11:inuah , t r:1u . and 

:\ I 1·. ) fa·, 11 11. • , 'h,. j t • r 

\Ii.· Flora Hohrh ·inll'r 
. 1 I' . Ll'll:t l•'('l)i11u(•I' 

:\lar,iori1• :11111 Elaint• \\'l•i. 
a11d B11tlt1'· :111<1 .I immi(• 
I (•Jlj:111ti II • 

~I rs. J◄':11111i • L. ~lorri .· a11d 
:\Ii.-. ~I innh• L ·vi on 

. J'r •. l:11·:1 " .. <'l'll<'r :rnd \I ...... 
.I. I I. 'J1.noh•r 

I H 111 •m r • f :\f 1'. , am l•'r • •1h11a11 
111 m•m r·~ of \lr· .. ·P\\itt•r :anti .\.1l11lJh 

I 'ig-t1llt:1i1pt 

I II nu•mot·.,· of ► •t11•ldo11 11 . ~Ii ll1•r 

J II llll'UlOl', • 

Ju ilrmnrfam 
\\'" r1•1·onl with <l • ·p 11rr )\\' tl, • 1 ath of 

dul'i,w th • l a.·t wt·<1k :rn<l 1•x1 PH'1 tli1• •01t<lol<'11t•t 

h1•1·(·a,1•d family. 

11 .. I > ► 'EPJI ~\. KLEL 
)f thP nj_!l'P •:ition o th, 
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MRS. ABBA HILLEL SILVER 
10311 LAKE SHORE BLVD. 
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I 'TI B DA.Y AD 

It la ell t t we h: ve an annual iatlce Dey to c use ua tor ember. 

1 1• e peciall7 1 ortant in vi w of the t th ta new generation la 

growing up which t l did not lmow the ar. Young men and women who 

et ent7-one 7 ar ol t the preaent tima were only six 7eara of age 

7 

when the orld broke out. They can ha.ft no real undera\anding of what war ia. 

'l'he7 l1kel7 to fall pre7 to that aame romantic apell of war to which all 

life-loving and adTentur lonng 7oung people of all time• have SW:CQID'bed. 

d becaua they are young and idealistic and lnuper1ence4 in the cpical 

aya of the world the7 ma,- be moat e&ail7 Tictlmised b7 the cleTer political 

harlatana who incl te youth to war w1 th heroic alogana and appeal• to 

p trioti and love of country. 

It 1a e ler bf f to ou a war ap1r1t ong young p ople than 

among older people. The acbemlng war maker• of all countries know thia 

and the therefore bide their time until new en.ration baa grown up, which 

did not o thro the horror■ of war, b or h y ag their country into 

f h ar. 

I 1• the e yo men and women of our dq who mu.at be educated in the 

true nature and character of ar. The muat be taught ayatematic 117 and 

con inuo ly t • t h l.: uaea of war are in al.moat every inatance not high 

ideal• bu.t u.au""° elfiah :reed; that the nature of war 1• not glamoroua 

unape bly me and bea1tl.7 and that the conaequencea of war are not 

v cto17 but defeat, conomic and moral, or 1 concerned - victor and 

vanqu.iahed alike. 

Thia le.at ar produced the firat boneat literature about war. Tm 

tr 47 waa too v a, and overwhelming for the true artl1t to write 

aent ent 17 or romantlcall.7 about it. I would place in the handa of 

eYery h!&h 1chool and college bo7 d girl one ot the eat, aad and cllaillualonlnc 



c ale• ot our period, t thq come to ••chew tl 1 ot 

• • 17 and primitive an adtne. Let our 7outh read 

Barbu• I trtJnder e, 1 Lat '-€' I "T e of 

"Journqt 

:n t 

que 1 11 t on the • tern ont, ~ rtitt• 

," .Anderaon11 and tal11 1, • t Pr1c Glo17?• t t the., 

utter cniel , tuptdlt7 and moral bankruptQT ot ar. 




